XXXV
TRAVELS
12th June, 1928.
CLEMENCEAU: Fvebcen dreaming about Psichari.1 , . ,
What's become of him ?
MYSELF; Isn't he dead?
CLEMENCEAU : I don't know . . . people come, they
go. . , . There's a man who adored me. He must have
come to a bad end.2
1  The author.
2  During the war Psichari had sworn an overflowing and flaming passion for
Clemenceau.   He spent his time composing sonnets to his glory and sending me
these sonnets at the rate of five or sis a week:
*2jth December, 1919.
'Here it is piping hot,
But I must bind you to silence.
Not a word.
The second is in the press, the most beautiful of all.
* Yours,
' JEAN PSICHARI,'
Then follows a sonnet entitled Silence, which begins with these words:
' Yes, you have botne the brunt; not to speak, but
Toact!'
The next day:
* 26th December, 1919.
* DEAR SIR,
* Here it is, the loveliest sonnet,
* Well, no, it seems to me less successful than the others.
'Yours,
* JEAN PSICHARI.'
Followed by:
* 0 Georges, who amongst us understands your sombre spirit ?'
concluding with these lines:
* You know how to hide, under a virile lightness,
Under an iron glove the velvet hand I'